[22/01/18] [16:05:50] - 


Title: The Lost, Book II 


Author: Seer Daemeon 


The hours passed and 
night set in before a 
messenger rode into 
town with news that 
the potion was 
minutes away. A 
collective sigh all 
around was had as the 
adventurers gathered 
together and began 
chatting of this day's 
event. None noticed 
until too late that 
Korath was gone once 
more. Search parties 
were sent out but to no 
avail. 

Once again I shall 
skip a few details to 
conserve space. 

Later on as the group 
fretted over their 
failure Korath 
emerged from the 
swamps. No longer 
did he have the odd 
look in his eyes that 
spoke of instability 
within the mind. He 
strode strongly and 
with purpose towards 
the one with the cure. 
What happened next shall 
be seen as a failure by 
many. 

Grabbing the bottle he 
turned and scanned the 
expectant crowd. 

"Ye bring me a cure 


for the condition I was 
ineicted with, yet no 
longer is it needed. 
Within the bogs I met 
one with the power to 
cure all.. to grant all. 
The price is nothing 
compared to what I 

shall receive... And I 
shall gladly pay it.’ 

Holding up the potion 
many gasped as the 
coloration of the 
contents slowly bled to 
a deep red. 

"The one I now call 
master has altered 
your... cure. Witness 
now as I become the 
first of a new 
creation. The first of a 
new race!’ 

At that the bottle was 
tilted. And the 
soulslave was born. 

The body of the one 
once known as Korath 
crumbled to dust as a 
shadow of pure 
darkness stepped 
forth. Screams of 
frustration filled the 
crowd as they 
watched their ‘good 
deed’ fail before 
them. 

With a uid bow the 
soulslave spoke one 
final time before 
vanishing into the 
night, ‘The master 
shall come and 
darkness shall fall.’ 

The stories say that a 
rash of murders 
began to occur from 
that point on. Victims 
were torn apart and 
partially eaten. One 


account claims that the 
soulslave's form did 
alter as it feasted upon 
the remains of 

ironclad warriors. All 
are believed true. 

As of late sightings of 
more than one such 
creature all around 
this world have 
occurred. Tavern tales 
or not, it bodes ill 
indeed. 

EK 

The master... More 
mystery and rumor 
than truth is the 
creator of this 
abomination. The one 
named Mazrim, has very 
little known 
about him. What I 
have been able to 
gather would make 
many a stalwart 
warrior shudder. A 
string of connected 
deaths around Vesper 
area, people literally 
blown apart from 
within, and the 
raising of the dead. 

Any that have read 
my first book, a Noble 
Vanishing, already 
know a goodly number of 
the occurrences 
that heralded the coming 
of Mazrim. 

From the opening of 

the cursed portal 
within the woods West 
of Vesper, to the 
violent death of the 
gypsy viewed by 

many in the murder 
house, he has created 
a trail of death in his 
wake. For any who 


are not familiar 
within this history, I 
urge you to pursue the 
pages of the 
aforementioned book. 

From the time that 
was scribed, oddly only 
a few happenings of 
note have taken place 
within the world. 

Those that travel to or 
live inside the fair 
city of PaxLair know 
all too well of one such 
event. The corruption 
of the famed Spring 
of Knowledge in front 
of the Mage Tower. 

As many would attest, 
this was a dark blow. 

Created some time 
back, the Spring was 
said to be a gift of a 
god who's eye fell 
upon the city. 

Whatever the truth of 
that is, the people now 
had a symbol of what 
their city stood for. A 
center of knowledge 
where all are 
welcome. 

However, a short time 
after its placement, 
Mazrim laid hands 
upon it. During the 
small hours of the 
night, the crystal and 
pure waters of the 
Spring of Knowledge 
began to ow with 
blood. Red rivulets 
cowed down the 
pristine face of the 
fountain. A blackened 
marker was fused on 
the edge to forever 
remind all that gazed 
upon it who was 


to blame. Although the 
largest occurrence, it 
was not the last. On 
rare occasions the 
bodies of those who 
fell in or about the 
city became animate, 
seeking the warmth 

of human esh found 
among the living. 
During these times 
wave after wave of 
rotting creatures 
would lay siege to the 
surrounding area. 

Some encounters were 
fatal, yet most ended 
in victory of the 
defenders. 

The city of PaxLair was 
not the only place to 
suffer such violent 
attacks. Graveyards 
about the world 
awaken to the call of 
the one known as 
Mazrim. Mindlessly 
destroying all that come 
near. 

Many have belief 
that Mazrim knows and 
practices the 
forbidden arts of 
necromancy that has 
caught the interest of 
so many in the realm. 
I myself have doubts 
as to the full validity 
of such a fact. The 
tales of necromancers 
of old rarely give 
mention, except in 
wild tellings, of the 
mass raisings of the 
dead as servants. Only 
the combined efforts 
of many well trained 
practitioners were 
able to master a 


sizeable force. Of 
course people such as 
the late Barratus are 
somewhat of an 
exception. Their grief 
and desire to right a 
personal wrong 
against them often 
lead to an enhanced 
power to survive. All 
the powers of death 
are theirs to command. 

As of this time 
Mazrim has only displayed 
an ability 
to use the dead. Not 
create them. 

I hope this set of 
books aids those who 
seek knowledge. As I 
mentioned in the 
beginning pages of the 
first book, time can be 
an ally or an enemy. 
As well, it can be used 
against you by those 
that know the way. 

The dark one has already 
done such a 

thing. How many of you 
can honestly say you 
believe Mazrim yet 
exists in our world? 
How many stare at 

the fountain filled 
with blood of inno- 
cents and accept 

it for what it is? 

‘This’ is how he will 
take over. ‘This’ 
is how he will cloim 
the souls you would 
believe are safe. 
Through time and 
acceptance. 

Do not take my words 
wrong. Their purpose 
is not to chide you. I 
only wish to enlighten 


you to the facts. 
Rumor has it he has 
created a new race, a 
group of soulslaves. If 
these tales are true, 
we are in peril indeed. 
Alas the only advice I 
can offer is to seek 
out clues, destroy 
those slaves, and make 
war upon the Servants 
of Mazrim. I have heard 
that the stone of their 
guild rests in the 
world. Its acceptance, 
although deceiving, 
can be recognized for 
what it is on sight. 
Above all else, let not 
false words of 
Mazrim and his first 
creation touch your 
soul. All you will gain 
is servitude. 


